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hilltops shine forth. One day he sees a drunken beggar in the street, who has purchased the happiness of an emperor for a few small coins. It casts a shade on his ambition. This man is happier than he, yet has bought his joy so cheaply. He turns to his books, and the problem of evil absorbs his fruitless hours, and the idea of a spiritual God, which he has heard in the sermons of Ambrose and the conversation of a Platonist friend, Manlius Theodorus, the future consul, mocks the low flight of his imagination. c These things I turned again and again in my wretched breast, weighed down with crushing anxiety from my fear of death and my hopeless quest of truth.' How far from the tranquillity of Epicurus !
In this condition we find him at the beginning of 386, when the last step in his progress towards the Church was taken. A friend — with his usual graceless ness he says, ' a certain man who was inflated with a stupendous conceit ' — sent him ' certain books of the Platonists, recently translated into Latin from the Greek.' The translator was Victorinus, a distinguished Roman rhetorician, who